CHAPTER:   6

The Tiger Swami

i HAVL discovered the Tiger Sv^ ami's address. Let us
visit him tomorrow/1*
This welcome suggestion came fr^m Chandi, one ^f
my high school friends. I was eager to meet the saint
who, in his pre-monastic life, had caught and fought
tigers with his naked hands. A boyish enthusiasm over
such remarkable feats was strong within me.
The next day dawned wintry cold, but Chandi and I
sallied forth gaily. After much vain hunting in Bhowani-
pur, outside Calcutta, we arrived at the right house.
The door held two iron rings, which I sounded pbrcingly.
Notwithstanding the clamour, a servant approached with
leisurely gait. His ironical smile implied that noisy visi-
tors were powerless to disturb the calmness of a saint's
home.
Feeling the silent rebuke, my companion and I were
thankful to be invited into the parlour. Our long wait
there beset us with misgivings. India's unwritten law for
the truth seeker is patience; a master may purposely make
a test of one's eagerness to meet him. This psychological
ruse is freely employed in ihe West by doctors and
dentists!
Finally summoned by the servant, Chandi and I entered
a bleeping apartment. The famous Sohong* Swami was
seated on his bed. The sight of his tremendous body
affected us strangely. With bulging eyes, we stood speech-
less. We had never before seen such a huge chest or such
football-like biceps. On an immense neck, the swami's
* Sohong \\as his monastic name.   He *vas popularly known as
the 'Tiger  S^ami".
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